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"We absolutely should not do this here,"
Connor says, in a breathless tone that conveys just how much he
intends to ignore his own advice and put his hands all over Evan
anyway.

"You're right." Evan grins, a giddy shiver
rushing through him as he locks the door and reels Connor in by the
tie. They've left the overcrowded party behind, but there's no
guarantee their absence will go unnoticed. "It's a terrible idea.
If my dad had any idea I was dragging you off to fuck around in his
study, I'm not sure which of us he would murder first."

"Me," Connor groans, forcing Evan back
against the door and bracketing Evan's skinny frame with his own
daunting bulk. "He would definitely focus his murder efforts on me.
Pretty sure you'd walk away with a stern scolding at worst, but
he'll tear my head off if he ever finds out all the things I've
done to you in the past three months."

This is at least half the thrill of fooling
around with Connor, from where Evan is standing. Yes, the man is a
gorgeous silver fox built like a linebacker. Yes, he's sweet and
lovely and pushy and hot—everything Evan has ever wanted in a bed
partner. But he is also forbidden fruit. For fuck's sake, the man's
been best friends with Evan's father since literally before Evan
was born. Never mind the fact that Connor is a grown man, newly
graduated from college and ready to start an ambitious career.
Never mind how impossible it still seems that Connor surrendered to
his clumsy seductions in the first place. There is no escaping the
fact that if Evan's parents ever find out, the results will be
apocalyptic.

And despite this—maybe because of this—he and
Connor can't keep their hands off each other.

"Shut up and kiss me, old man," Evan growls,
and gasps a pleased sound into Connor's mouth when that beautiful
body crushes full against him. Connor's kiss lays possessive claim
that Evan does not even try to fight. He wraps his arms around
Connor's broad shoulders, marveling all over again that
anything can be this perfect. Evan feels deceptively
delicate compared to Connor's powerful bulk, and the press of so
much muscle is enough to leave him dizzy.

"Cheeky brat." Connor ducks his head to
nuzzle a string of bruising kisses down the long line of Evan's
throat. "You want to fuck, or are you too busy mouthing off?"

Evan laughs, and the sound cuts off into a
shaky moan when Connor's teeth catch at the base of his throat, a
vicious and unapologetic bite intended to leave a mark. Still, he
manages to gasp a breathless, "Can't I do both?"

"No," Connor growls, and then his hand
is heavy on Evan's shoulder, pushing down with inexorable
strength—forcing Evan to his knees. And oh, fuck, the casual power
in this movement is enough to make Evan's heart race and his libido
soar. He will never tire of how easily Connor can push him around,
and he swallows hard before opening his mouth and licking his
lips.

Connor breathes a strangled sound and
immediately fumbles for button and zipper, opening his fly, drawing
his beautiful cock out into the open. Evan's mouth waters at this
glimpse of the naked length straining in Connor's hand. He knew
Connor was already hard—saw how carefully Connor was moving during
the past twenty minutes of social hell—but this proof is absolutely
delicious.

"Open that pretty mouth," Connor commands,
and Evan immediately drops his jaw.

Connor doesn't keep him waiting. Quick as a
heartbeat, he feeds the blunt tip of his cock past Evan's parted
lips. Connor is bigger than anyone else Evan has tasted, and the
salty weight of him on Evan's tongue is a heady experience.
Intimate. Sexy as hell. It's enough to make Evan's head spin, even
before Connor wraps a protective hand around the back of his
skull—to protect him from thumping his head against the door—and
drives deep down his throat without warning.

Evan rocks back with the brutal thrust,
choking wetly as the relentless length forces its way into him. He
gurgles and gags, elated at how helpless he feels beneath the
onslaught. Connor shows him no mercy, bottoming out with a careless
push, his belly crushed to Evan's face. He withdraws a moment
later, too quickly, only to shove forward again. An immediate and
vicious rhythm. Relentless strength in the rutting that fills
Evan's spasming throat, again and again and again.

It is exactly what Evan craves, and what he
has been daydreaming about all week, waiting for the night of this
stupid party and the certainty that Connor would be among the
guests. They haven't seen nearly enough of each other in the past
few days. And Evan needs this too desperately to tolerate the time
they've been apart.

He would beg Connor to use him harder if he
could. To go still, too deep, and hold there until Evan's inability
to breathe nearly makes him pass out.

Connor won't do any such thing, of course.
Yes, he's willing to hurt Evan when asked. Yes, he loves these
rough encounters every bit as much as Evan does. But he is also
incongruously careful. Hell, if he weren't, Evan probably wouldn't
trust him so completely.

At last, after an eternity of merciless
fucking, Connor does thrust all the way down Evan's throat
and hold himself tense and still. The spill of semen leaves no
choice but to swallow, and Evan does so eagerly. He takes every
drop with selfish delight, choking and making all kinds of
obscenely wet sounds.

When Connor pulls out, Evan doesn't even have
a chance to stop coughing and spluttering before Connor's foot
slips between his legs and finds his cock. The sole of Connor's
shoe is stiff and new, and it presses maddeningly down. Not
painful, but borderline, the pressure so intense that Evan folds
forward and buries his face in the hollow of Connor's hip, muffling
the startled cry of his own orgasm in the sex-rumpled fabric of
Connor's clothes.

He can't believe he's coming just from this,
nearly instantaneous, but there is no holding back the pleasure
soaring along his senses.

"Oh, fuck," Evan breathes, when he slumps
back against the door an eternity later. "Thank you, sir."

Connor's smile is beatific, his fingers
gentle as they stroke through Evan's hair, his voice a soothing
rumble of satisfaction. "Good boy."
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"You know damn well we shouldn't be doing
this here," Lance says, though his protest does not stop him from
crowding Kyle against the desk and kissing him senseless.

There is something downright decadent in
being allowed to do this at all. In being able to corner Professor
Kyle Jones right here in the middle of the philosophy department,
in the man's own office, and reduce him to a state of gasping
pleasure. Fucking hell, Lance has barely touched him yet, but that
doesn't seem to matter these days. With all of a meaningful look
across an empty hallway, he can draw a charming blush to the young
professor's face, both of them achingly aware of what Lance will do
when they're finally alone.

Like this. Exactly like this, with Lance's
hand between Kyle's legs and Lance's mouth on the line of Kyle's
throat, and delicious friction between them.

At fifty, Lance Mason is older than many of
his professors. But Kyle Jones in particular, half his age and yet
so goddamn knowledgeable, is in a league all his own as far as
Lance is concerned. It goes beyond the fact that Kyle is beautiful,
though Lance certainly noticed that salient detail on the very
first day of class. This is an attraction wrapped up in the clever
incisiveness of Kyle's mind, the quick wit and sharp humor, the
soft and secretive edge of the smile he reserves just for
Lance.

Of course, Kyle is beautiful. Lithe
and not nearly as delicate as he looks, a lanky frame that has no
business being so damn graceful. He looks downright small next to
Lance's stocky and muscular bulk. They make a hell of a pair, and
Lance wonders how the world would react, if they dared to behave
like a couple in public.

Someday, he tells himself. He will
graduate soon from this ridiculous university, with his impractical
degree that he has obtained more out of stubbornness than need. And
then he will court his lovely professor properly.

In the meantime, he is grateful to have this,
and he presses a smile into Kyle's neck—savors the muffled cry of
satisfaction that Kyle buries in the crook of Lance's shoulder as
he comes.

"You're right," Kyle says, panting hard and
clinging to Lance with unapologetic ferocity. "This is completely
unprofessional. We should absolutely stop."

Lance is not remotely worried that this is a
genuine assessment—and a moment later his confidence is confirmed,
when Kyle unwinds his arms from around Lance's broad shoulders and
sinks to his knees in a rush.

And christ, if Lance weren't already hard as
steel beneath his jeans, he'd be stiffening instantly at the sight
of Kyle at his feet.

"Can I?" Kyle purrs, the same question he
always asks, even though Lance always, always, always says
yes.

"Fuck yes." Lance is already opening his fly,
desperate and impatient to have Kyle's pretty mouth wrapped around
his cock where it belongs.

He groans aloud at the
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